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BONDAGE ENTHUSIASTS BOUND IN LEATHER 


She appeared to be in her early thirties and 
completely feminine. We were both attending one 
of New York's hit straight comedies and I filled 
in most of the time by taking as much stock of 
my neighbor as I could without being too obvious. 

About medium height, very slim at the waist, 
and her pretty face was positively striking. Her 
costume was conservative. She was clothed in 
clinging black satin, from a high, close-fitting 
collar, right down to a rather full, floor-length 
skirt. While in no sense tight, the shining black 
material was so subtly draped that it showed 
the lovely figure beneath it very clearly. 

The long sleeves were full to the elbow and 
fitted snuggly down to the wrists, where they 
gave way to obviously extremely tight black kid 
gloves. Long gold and ruby drop earrings, a 
close fitting necklace of the same design and a 
single gold ring, worn outside her right glove, 
completed the effect. 

Very striking she was too, and I was by no 
means the only one looking at her. Something 
else that intrigued me was the way she sat. She 
held herself bold upright, hands on her lap, 
knees modestly together, still as a statue. She 
did not seem to be with the party of four next to 
her. 
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The approach to make her acquaintance had 
to be suble as she did not seem to be the type to 
you you can simply say, "Hey, how about a drink 
after the show. ” Suddenly I had an idea so I 
took a pencil and began sketching her boots on 
the margin of my program. 

I paused thoughtfully and to my surprise she 
leaned toward me and murmured, ’’May I see 
it?” 

’’See what?” I asked in feigned astonishment. 
"The picture of me, " she said. 

"How do you know it's of you?" I asked. 

"If it isn’t, I’ve been wasting a lot of time 
posing, " she dimpled. Naturally, I handed it 
over although it was unfinished. 

"May I do that part?" She added some deft 
strokes, though the tightness of her gloves made 
it hard to hold the pencil. By this time, the 
curtain was going up so we had to give our atten¬ 
tion to the play. The high point of this act and 
the real reason I had come was the kidnapping 
scene. The action took place in a night club run, 
naturally, by gangsters. 

The heroine, the heiress to a large fortune, 
was working at the night club for some typical 
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comedy reason, as a cigarette girl and the chief 
gangster’s girl was also working there in the 
same capacity. The chief gangster falls for the 
heroine and decides that her money would come 
in handy too. 

He lures her into his office, ties her hands 
behind her, gags her with a knotted handkerchief 
and, to prevent her seeing where he is going to 
take her, he pulls a black sack over her head and 
down to her hips. He then gets a phone call and 
has to leave. 

With her pretty legs in the mesh stockings 
of her calling, being all of her that was showing, 

I thought the heroine looked most attractive. 
Suddenly, the hero, who has been working at the 
club as a bartender, appears and frees the hero¬ 
ine, explaining that he had sent the fake phone 
call. 

Hero and heroine are about to leave when 
the other girl busts in, looking for her gangster 
boy-friend. With one accord, hero and heroine 
jump on her, tie and gag her in the same way 
that the heroine had been treated, pull the sack 
down over her head and body in the same way 
and leave. The gangster’s moll does some very 
pretty struggling and squirming, trying to es¬ 
cape, and also showing her very pretty legs. 
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The gangster returns, breathing threats 
against whoever sent the phone call. He begins 
to tell the helpless occupant of bag just how he 
proposes to treat her up at his little hide-away 
in the country. Much to his surprise, the legs 
show every indication of liking the things he 
suggests (of course, Moll has been trying to 
get him to do these things to her for years). 

The more he threatened, the more the legs 
expressed approval. So he began embroidering 
his threats and her legs began to show a series 
of bumps and grinds. The gangster then real¬ 
ized that the heroine would not know how to do 
a bump or a grind but his girl had been in bur¬ 
lesque for years. 

He tears the sack off and when he sees who 
it is, storms out saying, "Even without the sack, 
you’re still an old bag ’ " This throws her into 
a perfect rage. Fruitlessly, the helpless girl 
tries to open the door, puts her high heel through 
the window to get help and finally knocks the 
phone off the cradle and as the curtain comes 
down, we see her trying to dial for help with 
her nose! 

I remarked to my companion, "I thought that 
was terrific, didn’t you?" 
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”It was pretty funny but I would have liked 
it better if that had been a real gag, " she ans¬ 
wered. I suggested that we go to the bar for a 
drink instead of sitting in the hot theatre and 
she made me very happy by agreeing. 

’’Good evening, Mrs. Roberts, ” the bar 
captain said and brought us to a booth. As we 
sat down, I said, ”So you’re Mrs. Roberts?" 

"That’s right, Mrs. Richard Roberts, hap¬ 
pily married and mother of a daughter." She 
then talked about her husband, who insists on 
high heels for her carriage, corsets for her 
figure, bondage to make her helpless and a gag 
to assure that silence which is a guarantee of 
assent. 

"How about your daughter? Is she being 
brought up the same way?" I asked. 

"She won’t have it any other way. At times, 
she insists on such severe treatment that we’ re 
afraid she will do herself permanent injury." 
Mrs. Roberts then asked if I would like to meet 
her daughter. "If she’s anything like you, Td 
be delighted, " I said. 

I accepted her invitation to visit her and on 
the way she told me her name was Vicki, her 
daughter’s name was Nicki and her husband, 
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Dick, was a brokerage house manager who was 
away for business and that was why she had 
come to the theatre alone. We were soon in a 
cab, heading for an address uptown. 

’’Would you unlock the door please, ” she 
requested, ”My gloves are so tight, it’s difficult 
for me. ” I heard a pleasant, slightly French 
accented voice begin to speak as I followed her 
in:- 

’’Madame is back so soon? Surely, the play 
cannot be over. But of course not. Madame 
did not stay beyond the second act as that is 
when the interest ceases. ” 

”Fifi, this is a new friend of mine. You may 
be seeing a good deal of him--his name is Mr. 
Walk. ’’ Fifi was worth a long stare. Actually 
about medium height, she appeared tall by 
reason of the slim six-inch heels on her pretty 
ankle-strap sandals of black patent leather, 
shackled at the wrists and ankles with dainty 
cuffs and chains. 

Fifi was called away and I turned and in¬ 
spected the living room. Money, and plenty of 
it, was obvious in the furnishings. One of the 
most striking features was the number of photo¬ 
graphs, som e on the walls and some placed on 
tables and occasional pieces. 
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One picture caught my eye. It was a girl’s 
head in an old-fashioned traveling hood and she 
looked Vicki. The pose was modeled on the 
famous sequence in "Jamaica Inn” and the sub¬ 
ject was gagged, though the fact was not too 
obvious because of the shadow that the cloak 
cast on the face. 

Her mouth was almost wide open and very 
tightly packed with a large pad of cloth, while 
the band that crossed the face and circled the 
head, keeping the pad in place, went between 
the parted teeth and was obviously pulled very 
taut. The subject’s wide open eyes, with a 
tear in the corner of one, looked at the observer 
with a mixture of fright and desire that was ex¬ 
tremely interesting. 

Another photograph nearby was just a pair of 
bound hands. They were crossed and bound be¬ 
hind the owner’s back. They were tightly gloved 
in glistening black Idd, which contrasted very 
sharply with the almost white cord that impri¬ 
soned them. 

The cord, by the way it sank into the flesh, 
was drawn very tightly. There was a tremendous 
sense of tension in the rigidly held, almost 
claw-like fingers. 
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Over the fireplace was a very large photo¬ 
graphic enlargement and the subject was pre¬ 
sumably Vicki. She was seated stiffly upright 
and her face looked straight at the viewer. She 
wore a light colored evening dress and appeared 
to be so tiny in the waist and so full at the bust, 
that it seemed obvious a retoucher had been at 
work. 

Vicki’s arms were drawn over the back of 
the chair and secured. They were drawn back 
so far that the elbows must have been very close 
together or actually in contact. The gown was 
transparent and showed that the legs were tightly 
laced into thigh-boots carrying heels at least 
seven inches high. The pretty ankles were 
strapped together and loops ran from the ankle 
bondage to each of the front legs of the chair. 

Vicki was wearing a concealed gag; that is, 
the upper part of her face was free but her 
mouth was apparently packed with a pad that 
held her jaws about an inch apart. Then, from 
the root of the nose to the base of the chin her 
face was smoothly covered with something con¬ 
cealed and sealed the mouth. It may have gone 
all around the head. Finally, a pair of lips were 
painted in the proper position. It was a picture 
to delight a bondage lover’s heart. 
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BONDAGE ENTHUSIASTS BOUND IN LEATHER 

Another photograph, in color, fascinated me 
a lot. The subject was quite obviously Vicki and 
she wore a pair of marvelously fitting over-knee 
boots in flesh-colored leather, with about 8-inch 
heels. From boot-tops to waist she wore a pair 
of nude elastic mesh tights. From the waist to 
just below the jutting bust she had on a tiny 
waisted, stiffly boned corset of leather to match 
the boots. 

Her arms were in tight flesh-colored leather 
gloves, which were joined to each other in such 
a manner that each hand was clasped around the 
opposite elbow. Thus, she was incapable of de¬ 
fending herself. Her mouth was drawn far back 
at the corners into a fixed grin by a narrow band 
of the same leather drawn very tightly between 
her teeth, and presumably buckled behind her 
head. Her mouth was packed with some sort 
of silencing pad. 

There were other pictures in the room but 
we will not take the time to describe them all. 
Suddenly I heard Vicki's voice, ’’Will you open 
the door, please?" I hastened to oblige, won¬ 
dering why she could not open it herself. She 
minced past me, holding herself very upright 
and taking very small steps and as she passed, 

I saw the reason for her upright pose. 
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Her arms were held behind her back in a "Y" 
shaped glove of black kid. It reached almost to 
the arm-pits and the two separate arms joined 
into one at the elbows, which were held in actual 
contact in the small of her back. From there, 
down to the tips of her fingers, it was a single 
glove, holding her forearms, hands and even 
fingers rigidly together. 

"Well?" she smiled, "How do I look?” 

From a very low-cut bust-line down to her 
toes, she was wearing a skin-tight gown of what 
I took to be raspberry red velvet. It fitted her 
like a skin. The bones of her corset, the tops 
and lacing of her boots were all clearly outlined. 
Suddenly I realized that her bosom, incredibly 
high and full, must tape well over forty inches, 
while her wasp waist could not have been any 
more than eighteen inches. 

"Well?" she pouted, "Aren't you going to 
say anything?" 

"So that's what you meant by the figure you 
wear in public'. " I exclaimed. She strutted 
over to a straight chair and asked, "Aren't you 
going to say that I look pretty ?" 

"Well, frankly, " I replied, "I've never seen 
anybody like you before. I've heard that there 
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"Why, no, I don’t think so. Thank you, Fifi," 
I said. 

As Fifi left, Vicki asked her, "Fifi, where’s 
Miss Nicki?” 

"She spent most of the day in the dark-room, 
madame, working on those last pictures. But 
she came out and told me she had been very 
clumsy. Her high heel had turned and she had 
spilled some solution. She wanted to be pun¬ 
ished. " 

Vicki nodded and asked, "How did you punish 
her?" 

"I locked her in the trunk, madame. ” 

"Good," said Vicki. "Well, in about ten 
minutes, bring her up here. I want her to meet 
Mr. Walk." 

"Oui, madame. Still in the trunk?" 

"I don’t see why not. Maybe Mr. Walk 
would like taking her out of it." This was all 
Greek to me, but I resolved not to say anything. 

If they wanted to regard this punishing of girls 
by putting them in trunks as a natural thing to 
do, I was not going to be any different. Instead, 

I stepped over to the tray and picked out a long 
piece of rather heavy rope. 
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Fifi then minced over to the door and de¬ 
parted. I beckoned my willing victim over, 
passed the rope once around her pretty little 
waist and tied it firmly at the back, with two 
long ends equal and trailing almost to the floor. 
Then I helped her to sit in the chair, well back 
in the seat, with her gloved arms over the back. 

I brought the two ends of the rope forward, one 
around each side. Then I passed them back un¬ 
der her body. 

Next I tied a shorter rope, figure of eight 
wise, several times around her upper arms, 
just above the elbows. I brought the two ends 
of the rope from under her body up through the 
arm rope and pulled it as tightly as I could. 

The result was to pull her shoulders back and 
down, make her arch her back as much as her 
stiff corset would allow. 

"Oh! " she gasped softly, as the rope drew 
tight, "That feels wonderful. I can see Tm 
going to enjoy this. I love it. " 

I tied a short rope to each pretty ankle, 
passed the ropes outside the front legs of the 
chair and back underneath to her gloved wrists. 
Pulling these short ropes very tightly, I forced 
her legs wide apart in front then, bent steeply 
at the knees, with the toes well clear of the floor, 
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back under the seat. I then secured the ropes 
around her wrists. 

"Have you ever done this sort of thing be¬ 
fore?" asked Vicki and I answered, "Well, 
once or twice and only in fun. " 

"I must say you seem to have a natural knack 
for it. I feel delightfully helpless. " Feeling 
highly complimented, I continued to secure her. 

I passed a long strap, figure of eight wise, ar¬ 
ound her upper body and the back of the chair and 
pulled it extremely tight across her chest, above 
and below her bosom. Two more shorter straps 
went around each knee, anchoring them securely 
to the front legs of the chair. 

"I now feel like a trussed chicken, " she 
smiled. Suddenly there was a knock at the door 
and Fifi’s voice spoke, "Here is Miss Nicki, 
madam e. ” 

I saw a small dark green trunk, up on one 
end, supported by a pair of singularly, lovely 
legs in dark brown thigh-boots. Guided by Fifi, 
this vision strutted into the room, taking steps 
not much over six inches long. The extremely 
thin heels on the boots were over eight inches 
high, but each pace, though tiny, was perfect— 
not a trace of a tremor at the ankles, the knees 
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quite straight and firm, the rounded toes of 
the beautifully fitting boots being pointed so far 
down that the walk was entirely on the toes, the 
heels touching the ground only when the occu¬ 
pant of the boots stood still. 

Her walk was light as thistledown and very 
reminiscent of a ballet dancer moving on tip¬ 
toe. The trunk was just large enough to enc¬ 
lose a girl from the top of her head to the fork 
of her legs, allowing just enough width for her 
shoulders. 

Fifi sort of aimed her in the general direc¬ 
tion of Vicki’s chair and Vicki said, "Nicki, 
dear, can you hear me?" The trunk bowed 
slightly. "Did Fifi tell you about what I did 
tonight ?" The trunk pivoted back and forth in 
what was obviously a movement of "No.” 

"While I was at the theatre, I sat next to a 
very nice young man. He is here to meet you, 
also. In fact, he has tied me up on this chair. 
If you want to say "Hello" to him, he’s just to 
the right of me here. ” The trunk turned in my 
direction and the legs did a very nice curtsey. 
Fifi then stepped forward and asked, "May Fifi 
make a suggestion, madame ?” 

"Certainly, Fifi, what is it?” said Vicki. 
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"Perhaps you and Monsieur Walk would like 
some coffee ? Miss Nicki would make a lovely 
coffee table." 

Casually, Fifi took a corner of the trunk 
and maneuvered Nicki around so that she stood 
sideways to Vicki. I then helped to place the 
trunk down gently, with Nicki’s pretty legs 
sticking out of it. The lock side of the trunk 
was toward Vicki and the clasps and lock were 
securely closed. Her legs, which thrust 
through two holes cut on one end, were set off 
by the skin fitting brown boots that laced very 
tightly from toe-cap to the top of the leg. 

The heels came down to bases smaller than 
a dime, while the bearing part of the sole was 
not much over an inch, allowing no more than 
the first joints of the toes to touch the ground. 
Fifi brought in the tray, making a very pretty 
picture in her own right, with her lovely cor- 
setted figure in gleaming black satis, contrast¬ 
ing so sharply with the mesh-covered legs and 
sandalled feet on their six-inch spindle heels. 

I poured two cups of coffee and then Fifi 
returned, carrying a nickel plated metal bar, 
about four feet long, with an ankle cuff at each 
end. Nick’s ankles were locked at the cuffs, 
her legs spread wide apart. 
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"I know how impatient you are to unlock that 
trunk, M Vicki smiled. "I guess you’d better be¬ 
gin the grand opening by taking the coffee and 
things off the trunk. Better unlock that leg 
stretcher and take it off next. You’d have a 
tough job getting her out of the trunk with that in 
place, since she couldn't help you." I obeyed 
her instructions and the pretty legs began mov¬ 
ing and twisting about, gently at first, then more 
freely. 

"Getting the kinks out, ’’ Vicki explained. 
"That position gets very uncomfortable in a few 
minutes. " Using the key, I unlocked the main 
clasp and opened the ones at each end. My 
heart beating with excitement, I threw back the 
lid. But instead of a face, I saw a mask in 
flesh-colored suede. It was skin tight and 
fitted the contours beneath it without a wrinkle. 

The eye-holes were little more than narrow 
slits, turned up at the outer corners and fringed 
with long artificial lashes of black. Thin brows 
of black arched above them and the eye lid area 
was even shadowed in green. There were 
touches of rouge on the high, prominent cheek 
bones. The hair was represented by a wig of 
stiffened silk fringe. The faintly smiling lips, 
in deep red, were made of a piece of colored kid, 
sewn in the proper place. 
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The arms, tightly gloved in gleaming black 
kid, right up to the shoulders, where they were 
met by very brief but side sleeves on the blouse, 
were folded and tightly strapped to rest in the 
corsetted arch of the small of the back. 

"Nicki must be an utter and complete bond¬ 
age enthusiast, M I said in amazement. 

”Oh, yes, ” Vicki agreed. "Tm pretty 
strong in that line myself, but Nicki wears 
costumes, insists on bondage and silencers 
that would make me a wreck." I quickly bent 
over and unfastened the straps that held her so 
tightly bound in the trunk. 

The trunk was such a tight fit and her cos¬ 
tume so stiff, that I puzzled for a moment as to 
how to get her out. Telling her to hold herself 
rigid, I lifted behind her wigged head with my 
left hand and when she was clear of the trunk, I 
slipped my other one behind her waist and con¬ 
tinued lifting. In a second, she was upright, 
poised on the tips of her toes and her towering 
heels. 

Nicki stepped back a little, spun lightly on 
her heels and presented her rigidly strapped 
arms. M What does she want now” I asked. ”To 
have me unstrap her arms ?" 
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"Probably, under the circumstances—but 
you'd better ask her, " Vicki answered. "It’s 
quite possible that she simply wants the straps 
tightened." 

"Well?" I asked the intriguing figure, "shall 
I take the straps off?" She nodded, moving even 
closer to me. When I took them off I was sur¬ 
prised that she had full use of her arms imme¬ 
diately, even though the straps had been so tight. 
Turning to face me and stepping back a foot or 
two, she placed her gloved hands on her tiny 
waist, put her feet together and posed for my 
approval. She looked utterly delightful. 

Then, with surprising quickness and grace, 
Nicki minced over to the bondage material, 
picked up a big wad of absorbent cotton and a 
roll of adhesive tape and started for where her 
mother sat, helplessly tied to her chair. 

"Nicole, I will not allow you to gag me. Put 
that stuff back immediately! " It was just as 
though Vicki had not spoken, for all the attention 
her daughter paid. Nicki motioned me to help 
her and Vicki pleaded, "Ted, you'll listen to 
me, won't you? You won't let her gag me, will 
you?" 

"You're damn right I will!" I grinned heart¬ 
ily. "Your lovely daughter has impressed me 
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so much with her charming silence, that I’m 
convinced, lovely as you are, you’ll be lovelier 
yet with a gag in your mouth." 

"Well, try to get it in " snapped the helpless 
woman, writhing fruitlessly in her chair and she 
clamped her jaws tightly together. This would 
have presented quite a problem, since the jaw 
muscles are enormously strong. However, her 
daughter was serenly confident. She passed be¬ 
hind Vicki’s chair, beckoned me to stand in front 
and gave me the wad of cotton, gesturing that I 
should compress it as small as possible. 

Nicki placed her thumbs against her mother’s 
cheeks then placed her first fingers, one against 
each nostril, and pressed gently. Result—no 
air through the nose. In a few seconds, Vicki 
countered by parting her lips in a sort of grin, 
breathing between her clenched teeth. The tight¬ 
ly gloved hands met this challenge by closing 
over the mouth, while also keeping the nostrils 
closed! 

Vicki fought but had no chance—she gave in 
and opened her mouth. Her daughter removed 
her fingers but thrust in with her thumbs so that 
her victim could not close her mouth without 
biting her cheeks and nodded to me to pack the 
cotton in place. 
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This was a delightful job for me. I had never 
gagged a woman before but could now see that I 
had missed a treat. When I had her mouth 
packed full, I paused and asked the silent figure 
behind our victim, "Isn’t that enough?" 

Nicki shook her head. "Well, how much 
more?" I asked. "Surely, not all of it’. " 

Nicki nodded. Even though she could not 
see her, her helpless victim sensed her daugh¬ 
ter’s answer and moaned faintly. Eager to 
oblige, I got all the cotton stuffed into my sub¬ 
ject’s gaping mouth. Nicki was tearing off a 
piece of adhesive tape a little over two feet long 
and placed the center of the tape on the cotton as 
it bulged between her victim’s teeth, brought 
the ends back along her cheeks and got ready to 
pull them tight. 

The way she did this startled me. Nicki 
actually placed a knee against the back of her 
mother’s neck and pulled with all her might’. 

Poor Vicki writhed convulsively and her eyes 
flew open in anguish but so tight was the gag, 
that she could not utter the least sound. Nicki 
removed her knee and lapped the ends. She took 
the roll of tape and passed the adhesive three 
times completely around her head and through 
her mouth. 
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BONDAGE ENTHUSIASTS BOUND IN LEATHER 


Vicki had a look of obvious pain but there 
was also a look of very definite excitement on 
her face. Apparently satisfied, Nicki walked 
around and stood a few feet away from her 
mother, admiring her handiwork. She then 
picked up some vague black leather shape, which 
turned out to be a discipline helmet, and mo¬ 
tioned for me to put it on her mother. 

It took a moment or two to figure how it 
went on. It was heavily padded over the ears 
and made the victim ’’deaf, dumb and blind. " 

The helmet was a beautiful piece of work, fitting 
the wearer's head like a skin. Nicki helped 
me lace and smooth out the helmet. Vicki's 
silent, helpless head looked almost like a por- 
train head in ebony. 

One thing that had puzzled me was a metal 
eyelet sewn to the exact top of the head. I 
understood the use of this when Nicki took a 
piece of rope and signaled to me to tie it around 
Vicki's ankles. Then she took the other end 
and passed it through the eyelet and began pull¬ 
ing. Vicki's head was drawn back until I thought 
her neck must break. With a pretty gesture, 
after she tied the rope, Nicki stepped back and 
made a feint of dusting her gloved hands off. 
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BONDAGE ENTHUSIASTS BOUND IN LEATHER 


It seemed to me that it was time for me to 
make some contribution to the proceedings so, 
pointing to the trunk lying open on the floor, I 
suggested, "It seems a shame to leave that 
empty. Do you think that we could squeeze Fifi 
into it?” 

Nicki nodded and clapped her tightly gloved 
hands in eager agreement. She minced quickly 
to the tray of bondage materials and selected a 
gag consisting of a wide leather strap, about 18 
inches long. At the middle it was narrower for 
an inch or two and on this was strung a leather 
egg, about two inches in diameter and three 
inches long. 

Nicki rang the bell and in a few seconds we 
heard the crisp tap of Fifi’s high heels. "Did 
mam'selle—ulb! " was all she managed to say, 
as I slipped in back of her, grabbed her elbows 
and pinned them behind her, the chain between 
her wrists drawing taut and securing her hands. 

Nicki slapped the gag hard against her lips. 
The egg was so big, she had to push hard to 
force it between her squirming victim’s teeth. 
But she got it in and quickly drew the strap as 
tightly as she could, stretching the corner’s of 
Fifi’s mouth back in a sort of fixed grin. 
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BONDAGE ENTHUSIASTS BOUND IN LEATHER 


The expression on Fifi’s face was a blend of 
surprise, pain and excitement. My silent com¬ 
panion wound a strap a couple of times through 
Fifi* s elbows and pulled it tight. She released 
the chain that ran from wrist-chain to collar, 
passed it under the maid’s body and pulled it up 
and fastened it to the strap around her elbows. 
Nicki then took a strap about 3 inches wide and 
passed it around Fifi’s head and across her gap¬ 
ing mouth, lacing it closed at the back of her 
head. 

Then, upon Nicki* s signal, I put the captive 
into the trunk. Since Fifi was a bit larger in 
the body than Nicki, I had quite a lot of pleasant 
difficulty in wedging her into the trunk. Her 
pretty legs kicked and flailed delightfully as I 
pulled the anchoring straps tightly, so that from 
the hips up she had not the least power of move¬ 
ment. As I closed the lid, I took a last long 
look at her lovely helpless figure, silent face 
and eloquent eyes begging mutely for relief. 

Fifi was now a pretty package, ready for 
shipment to Vicki’s country home. The only 
problem remaining for us was how to transport 
her to the country, where she was to act as our 
chaperon. This remained to be seen. 

THE END 
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